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On Stage 
By Dean Clark 
Footlights and Greasepaint 
and "Trembles" 
T IS seven-thirty in the evening, one-half hour before the 
curtain is scheduled to go up for the first act of our high 
school spring play, "Death Takes a Holiday." The usual pre-
play-time hub-bub and tom-foolery has held its own through 
dress rehearsal and up until now. But as time lumbers heavily 
nearer, a giddiness grips my stomach and also gives the whole 
cast what is commonly called "wind-up." 
I am no longer interested in the gathering crowd. The light 
laughter and low shuffle of arriving feet is followed occasion-
ally by a clack-clack of a folding chair being set up. As the 
growing attendance more distinctly announces its presence, I 
get weaker and weaker. I gulp, expecting to swallow, but it 
just isn't there—whatever I intended to swallow. Is it air, or 
is it terror? Each gulp is preceded and followed by yawns. That 
seems to be part of the disease. 
TPACH effort of the stage crew to adjust the picture over the 
mantel grows more and more frantic. It is now seven-forty-
five! It looks futile—Ah, there it is! 
By now, I am perspiring freely about the collar and am nearly 
wild with the irritation from the gooey old grease paint. It is 
heavy and greasy, but still, so dry. The powder laid heavily on 
over the actual grease paint has caked up like a mud pie. 
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"Death" is off in a corner by himself muttering, "Grazia, can't 
you see? It would . . ." 
Miss White, our coach, having supervised the final touches of 
making-up, announces that the curtain will rise in two minutes. 
TTHE air is super-charged with personality and bated-breath, 
as an unpremeditated stillness collapses on our little group. 
The audience's anticipation cuts the asbestos and brings us to 
earth with the realization that the fruits of our three weeks' 
labor are ready now for the inspection of the faculty, the ap-
proval of fond parents, and the discussion of any others. 
The "stage crew" withdraws to the make-up room with the 
costume mistress and property managers. The electrician plays 
idly at his board. 
Miss White's "Quiet, please!" follows the drifting hiss of the 
copy-cat "shushes." "Quiet, please! Remember people! All 
you've gotl" 
"Lights." 
"jpROM the side stage by the curtain I see the bright footlights 
open their colors, unnoticed by the audience in the glare of 
the house-lights. 
The house-lights are lowered. A satisfied "Ah!" rides the 
tumbling low-crested wave of "Oh's!" from the darkest corner 
down the middle and side aisles, ending with a loud silence on 
the impact with clashing, soft rays given off by the footlights. 
As the house-lights grow dimmer, the footlights leap cheerfully 
to a grandeur which is only theirs. 
"Ready 'Death'? Rhoda? Eric? Duke?" Low and steady, the 
coach's firm voice strokes our taut, fire-edged eagerness. We 
are ready. 
"Curtain!" The red velvet drapes drip silently apart and roll 
like whipped cream to the side of the stage, where they cling 
like a pulled stick of taffy. 
Red, blue, yellow flares glitter and gleam over flushed cheeks, 
deep into feverish eyes. 
My terror is gone now. 
"On stage!" 
